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time, all my debts will be paid, I live free, and after
a time I suppose I will be allowed to write again and
see a visitor. I don't know the rules. But do try
to get in touch with Mrs. C------, Mrs. M------, and
Bessie------for me. I would be sorry for any of them
to be hungry, and I would be sorry too if they thought
I had forgotten them, for they were friends.
By the way, the garden seat and tools might be of
use to Susan. There are a few decent plants, too,
which she could take if she likes, and a couple of decent
rose-trees.
Now, darling, don't worry about me, for I'm not
too bad at all, and it's only a mean spirit that grudges
paying the price.
Everybody is quite kind, and though this is not
exactly a bed of roses, still many rebels -have had much
worse to bear. The life is colourless, the beds are
hard, the food peculiar, but you might say that of
many a free person's life, and when I think of what
the Fenians suffered, and of what the Poles suffered
in the 'sixties, I realise that I am extremely lucky. So
don't worry your sweet old head. I don't know if
you are still here, so I am sending this to Susan to
forward.
I hope that I shall live to see you again some day
and I shall live in hopes.
With very much love to you three darlings. I can
see your faces when I shut my eyes.